





























Tradition dictates that the whole company lunch together. We set off 
in a fleet of cars for the usual restaurant; it is full of families enjoying 
Sunday dinner. Things are no different at the next restaurant, and un- 
fortunately we have little time: Gianni is flying out in the evening. The 
lunch turns out wholly in the pattern of the experience it was supposed to 
crown: a complete upheaval, none of us knowing what has become of 
the others. | 

All afternoon Fellini keeps Marcello under the broiling lights, jammed 
into his chair in the corner of the dining car, the camera almost bumping 
his nose. Before each take Fellini runs through the lines to himself in a 
mumble: 

“It’s back again, this endless confusion. But I don’t have to hide it now, 
or disguise it. It’s myself. Tell the truth, admit what I don’t know, what I’m 
still looking for or what I haven’t found yet—that’s the only way I can live, 
breathe, look you honestly in the face, Luisa. Take me as I am.” 

Above the open roof of the dining car, a little square of sky is visible, 
framed by a window high up in the studio. The blue of the sky deepens 
as the afternoon draws on. When the electricians throw their switches for 
the last time, the square is tiny and almost black. 

In the courtyard, where it has just begun to drizzle, everyone kisses 
everyone else in awkward embarrassment. Fellini drives off with his execu- 
tive producer. Beginning tomorrow, he must face the problems of editing 
and dubbing. For him the film still is far from finished. 
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